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Americans Scrounge for Significance 
in Fleeting Inconvenience 

Ann Arbor Students Seek Reassurance , Store That Will Sell Them Beer 



During the blackout, a monkey was seen riding a squirrel through the 
Diag as if the squirrel was a horse. 


Rising like a phoenix from the 
ashes of brief nuisance, the stu¬ 
dent body of the University of 
Michigan refuses to go gentle into 
that earlier-than-usual night. After 
only four weeks of therapeutic 
soul-searching, the resilient stu¬ 
dents have not only repaired their 
ambiguously altered lives, but 
have flourished in a new, barely 
discernible reality. Students from 
diverse backgrounds have joined 
together in what is being called 
“The Greatest American Triumph 
Since We Got Friends Back for 
Another Season.” 

At the onset of the sobering 
28-hour ordeal, students reported 
feelings of confusion and fear, immediately 
followed by boredom and freezer rummag¬ 
ing. “At first, I was completely convinced 
there was terrorist involvement,” said Susan 
Gardner, a communications student. “But 
then I stopped listening to the Fox News 
radio broadcast and slowly emerged from 
my makeshift bomb shelter, where I had 
been contemplating gutting my roommate 
for three bottles of water and an expired can 
of Manwich. It was then that I realized that 


I desperately needed to get sloshed.” Gardner 
recalled attending several neighborhood prayer 
vigils, at which confused people who, only 
moments before were not hungry suddenly 
felt the compulsion to consume large quanti¬ 
ties of beer and grilled meat. “We were all a 
little bit thrown off by the whole thing,” recalls 
Gardner. “It was only after I drew an arrow in 
my planner from Friday back to Thursday that 
I could really begin to comprehend what had 
happened.” 

Many students struggled to find meaning 


in the harrowing hours of poorly 
lit Beer Pong. University stu¬ 
dent Brian Murray still has vivid 
memories of the tumultuous night. 
“I don’t know if you’ve ever tried 
it,” said Murray, “but playing beer 
pong in the dark is like trying to 
throw ping pong balls into plastic 
cups partially filled with beer... but 
in the dark. Well, I guess that’s 
exactly what it is.” 

Despite an elaborately con¬ 
structed makeshift lighting system 
comprised of three flashlights, 
some glow-in-the-dark t-shirts, 
and a vanilla-scented candle stolen 
from Murray’s girlfriend’s apart¬ 
ment, conditions were by no means 
optimal. “Even with all the stuff we had rigged 
up, that was still some tough shit,” said Murray. 
“But now that it’s all over, I’m just glad that 
everyone was able to make it through with¬ 
out getting hurt, and with getting completely 
fucked up.” 

Students who spent the nights of the black¬ 
out engaged in non-competitive-yet nonethe¬ 
less alcoholic-behavior were also affected by 
the outage. “It was hard to see what you were 
grabbing to drink,” said LSA senior 

SEE BLACKOUT, PAGE 6 


North Campus Officially Renamed "Butt-Fucking Egypt" 

Butt-Fucking Egyptians Demand Better Bus Service 



The U of M Board of Regents announced 
Tuesday that North Campus will be offi¬ 
cially renamed “Butt-Fucking Egypt.” The 
board decided on the name after rejecting 
several suggested alternatives, including 
“Experience Life at EMU,” “No Sex and 
the City” and “Nizzle Campizzle.” 

“We felt that the old name didn’t reflect 
the reality of the location,” said University 
President Mary Sue Coleman. “North 
Campus made it sound like it was a small 
extension of Main Campus, like the Hill 
or the Heidelberg. In truth., what was 
once called North Campus is more like 
far-off country filled with art students and 
engineers. And camels.” 

“Okay, so I’ve never actually been to 
North Campus,” said Coleman, “but that 
doesn’t change the fact that the University 
will be importing real camels from the 
actual, Non-Butt-Fucking Egypt, or as I like 
to call it, Abasi’s Overnight Camel Delivery 


Service. This is just one of the many campus 
improvements we’ll be making with the four 
dollars we saved by discontinuing South 
Quad movie rentals.” 

“If we get funding as desired,” continued 
Coleman, “we’ll soon be replacing Bursley 
with a pyramid, the architecture school with 
a slave-driving pyramid-building school, and 


Sexy Gramps with a mummy. A sexy 
mummy. Maybe even a sexy mummy 
with a sexy, sexy curse that causes you 
to die of slow, painful, sexy necrosis.” 

But all is not well in Butt-Fucking 
Egypt. Despite President Coleman’s 
assurances that the camels should help 
assuage the need for more transporta¬ 
tion between Butt-Fucking Egypt and 
Main Campus, the Butt-Fucking Egyp¬ 
tians will not be so quickly silenced. 
“They’re so ungrateful,” said Coleman 
in an off-camera interview, “I mean, I 
give them the camels they’ve wanted, no, 
needed for so long, and they repay me with 
nothing but angry demands. Well, they can 
all go to Hell. And by Hell, I mean the East 
Quad cafeteria, where we’ll soon be install¬ 
ing searing flames and hiring short guys 
dressed in red to poke you with forks while 
you wait for the ranch dressing ladle at the 
salad bar.” 
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National News 


Blackout Leads to 28 Hours of 
Excruciating Family Time 


TROY, MI- As a result of the biggest blackout in US his¬ 
tory, which left 50 million people across the country in the 
dark, the Conway family was 
forced to endure 28 excruciating 
hours of family time. 

Mark, 13, son of Ron and Mar¬ 
garet Conway, described the expe¬ 
rience of extended exposure to his 
family as “pure torture.” “I had no 
Vice City, no Doom, and no Diablo 
for a whole night,” remembered 
Mark. “But after I had some time 
alone with my family without any 
of my usual distractions, I realized 
that no matter how tough life gets, 
beating computer animated hook¬ 
ers to death with a baseball bat will 
always be freakin’ sweet.” 

At first, the Conways coped 
with their situation well, bar-b- 
queing all the meat in their refrigerator and listening to 
a battery-powered radio. By nightfall however, the family 
began to grow restless. Seeking relief from the heat, they 
retreated to the family basement and settled their fears by 
playing Monopoly for two-and-a-half hours. Game play 
proved a harrowing ordeal due to a combination of family 
patriarch Ron’s “obnoxious macho competitiveness” and 
daughter Erica’s “general bitchiness.” Daughter Erica, 17, 
commented on her experience: “I was like, ‘I don’t want 
to play, I’ll just read my Marie Claire.’ But Mom was all 
like, ‘This is family time,’ and Dad was being all sarcastic 
and patronizing. He was like, ‘You’re the only one who 
poses a threat to my undefeated record.’ Ugh, laugh it up, 
you pitiful excuse for a breadwinner.” After deliberation, 
in the interest of getting her parents to just shut up, Erica 
agreed to play freakin’ Monopoly, at which point she was 


instructed to watch her language, young lady. 

Upon waking up on the 15th, the family discovered 
their power was still out and their 
hellish odyssey was far from 
over. “When we realized the 
water was out, I decided that was 
it, and I told everyone get in the 
car,” recalls Ron. The Conways 
piled into the family Jimmy and 
headed north in search of gas, 
ice, batteries, and air condition¬ 
ing. After driving for over an 
hour, with the kids squabbling 
all the way, the family stopped 
at a Flint-area Wendy’s for lunch. 
The fast food restaurant proved 
to be an imperfect oasis; while 
the Conways appreciated the 
working bathrooms, they were 
disappointed by the lack of ice 
and limited soft drink selection. “They only had warm 
Orange Slice, eww,” said Erica. 

The family stopped at a local Meijer to purchase bottled 
water and flashlight batteries. The trip turned sour when 
the Conways were forced to wait in line for 25 minutes. In 
addition, Margaret’s veto of her son’s intended purchase of 
a novelty t-shirt reading “FBI: Federal Booty Inspector” 
led to a period of intense sulking and brooding from the 
boy. “I wouldn’t have worn it to school,” said Mark. “Just to 
my day job, where I work as a Federal Booty Inspector.” 

The family returned to their Troy residence where they 
scattered to different corners of the house. Around 8:30, 
twenty-eight hours after losing power, the electricity was 
restored. The Conways celebrated by convening in the den 
and watching Bringing Down the House on Pay-Per-View in 
complete silence. 



Heat Wave + Hygiene-Impaired Europeans = 
Cruel, Cruel Summer 


EUROPE- Proving once again that hindsight is 20/20, 
analysts are looking back at the summer’s awful heat wave 
related events that left Europeans reeling, shaking their 
heads, and wondering how they didn’t see coming the most 
obvious disaster of the summer, after Gigli. 

Estimates of body odor-related deaths now range from 
20 to 3,641. What troubles most Europeans is that these 
deaths could have easily been prevented by daily showering 
and not wearing really, really tight pants. 

“If only we’d listened to our kind-hearted American 
friends,” said French President Jacques Chirac. “All those 
odor-related jokes in Jay Leno’s monologues only had our 
best interests at heart. Now all that’s left to do is to pick 
up the pieces and try to jump on the hygiene bandwagon. 
It’s like the old saying: ‘a shower a day stops the stench of 
decay! ’ We were wrong to ignore a nation of people idiotic 
enough to rename their so-called ‘French fries’.” 

Europeans have admitted that their previous way of life 
was completely wrong, and are reacting acquiescently to 
the current American occupation of Europe. 

“Don’t mind us, stinky European citizens,” said Gen. 
Tommy Franks. “Just checkin’ for weapons of mass 
destruction. Be out of here in a minute, I promise.” 


When he thought the Europeans were not paying atten¬ 
tion Franks added under his breath, “And by ‘minute’ I 
mean ‘never.’ HAHAHAHA! God, I’m good.” 

American efforts to “Americanize” Europe thus far have 
been described as a hodgepodge of different tactics. Tac¬ 
tics have included mandatory installations of Burger King 
franchises throughout major cultural centers, relocation of 
most Renaissance art to New York City - the world’s true 
cultural Mecca, and urgent language instruction camps, 
wherein uncivilized natives learn to communicate prop¬ 
erly. 

“I came, I saw, I conquered,” said United States President 
George W. Bush. “Boy, that sounds better in English than 
in any other possible language. Don’t worry, Europe, we’ll 
have you cleaned up and smellin’ fresh as a daisy in no 
time! USA to the rescue!” 

President Bush then proceeded to continue his aid efforts 
by racing Secret Service agents through the canals of 
Venice in a gondola. 

When Bush was asked how his conquest of Europe would 
improve the region, he replied, “Terrorism terrorism terror¬ 
ism! Boogity boogity boogity! Give me $56 billion!” 

SEE HEAT WAVE, PAGE 7 
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Elderly Man Dies After Binge Insulin Mishap 

Vern Cutter, a World War II Vet and retired insurance salesman died 
last week on his eightieth birthday. Cutter, who was known among 
single elderly women as “The One Who Still Has Partial Bowel Con¬ 
trol,” was diagnosed with Diabetes when he was 61. The grandfather 
of six was celebrating his birthday by taking insulin shots-a rite of 
passage growing in popularity among the elderly. Unfortunately, the 
night was cut short when, amid friends at the Eastwood Retirement 
Villa, Cutter went into insulin shock and died. 

“Man, he only made it to six,” said Laurence Goldeb, a close friend 
of Cutter. “What a lightweight. With a pansy like him on the front 
lines, it’s a wonder we’re not all citizens of Super-West-West Ger¬ 
many.” Cutter was attempting to take eighty shots of insulin on his 
eightieth birthday, an idea he had shortly after his 63rd birthday, but 
“just never got around to doing.” Authorities and witnesses called 
the incident “tragic,” “unnecessary,” “a chilling wake up call,” and 
“stupid.” They also called their comments “quotable.” 

“You know, it’s just sad that this young man was taken in his 
prime,” said Officer John Harden. “He was only eighty years old and 
he really never had a chance at life. What a waste.” Said Goleb, “We 
told him to pace himself, but he just wouldn’t listen. He’ll be missed. 
No one knew how to party like The Cutter.” 


Jerusalem City Bus Prices - Did Cost $.90, Now 
Costs Your Life 

JERUSALEM, ISRAEL- The Israeli government announced yes¬ 
terday there will be a dramatic price increase in bus fares throughout 
the capital city. According to the announcement, fares that before 
cost 25 shekels will cost 160 shekels and fares that were formerly 90 
shekels will now cost one Life. 

Passengers’ lives are calculated at a minimum value of a 25,000- 
shekel life insurance policy payout, signed upon boarding the bus. 
However, suicide bombers will be able to continue paying the special 
‘Gaza Strip’ rate (“Blow the hell out of our bus; not your wallet!”) of 
45 shekels for a fixed-price one-way ticket. 

The sharp increase coincided with a change in bus routes. The 
new routes will take passengers through other, safer countries and 
through obscure back roads that pass by cemeteries. It is estimated 
that the change will extend bus routes that typically took one hour to 
around four and a half days. 

The mayor of Jerusalem cites efficiency as the reason for the route 
change. “Jews have only 24 hours to bury the dead,” said the Mayor. 
“So instead of bringing the mountain to Mohammed, we’re bringing 
the Rosenbergs to the mountain.” 

Jakob Silver, a twenty-year-old clerk at Talmud All About It, 
a retail bookstore, reacted differently. A self-confessed “thrill- 
seeker,” Mr. Silver claimed that the new security regulations would 
prevent his much-needed adrenaline high. 

“I’m usually surging with adrenaline as soon as I see the bus,” 
said Mr. Silver. “Unfortunately, I cannot afford the now necessary 
25,000-shekel life insurance policy.” Shaking his head, Mr. Silver 
continued, “The rabbi’s bringing us down, man. I’ve got Egyptian 
friends who charm snakes and walk on fire and shit, and they won’t 
even go near a Jerusalem bus. This sucks.” 

As part of the policy change, suicide bombers must sit in the speci¬ 
fied “Detonation Section.” Failure to comply will result in a stern 
glance from the bus driver and, in more severe cases, a “Hey, you.” 

The fare increase will also outfit bus drivers with more updated 
protection, from biohazard suits to kevlar body armor. Previously 
bus drivers had to provision themselves, often resorting to home¬ 
made steel shields fashioned from garbage can lids and cheap 
motorcycle helmets. 











Campus News 


Sorority Girls Convert To Judaism at Shockingly 
High Rates as Yom Kippur Approaches 


“Just Because I’m Not Really Jewish Doesn’t Mean I Can’t Fast. 


ampus News 


California to Drunkenly Recall Ex- Girlfriend 

Capitalizing on the success of its previous decision to recall current 
governor Gray Davis, the state of California has announced its plans 
to drunkenly recall ex-girlfriend Sherry Richmond this weekend. 
“Sherry and I had a really bad breakup,” California said in an inter¬ 
view Wednesday. “Like, really bad. I mean like ‘no-chance-at-bang- 
ing-her-hot-roommate’ bad. I haven’t spoken to her in a couple of 
weeks, but I got to thinking that what we really needed in order to 
mend our relationship was a series of unsolicited calls between the 
hours of two and five in the morning.” 

The state has yet to hear back from Richmond. “I just don’t get 
it, the governor recall went over so well. So you’d think a recall 
of the heart would work too,” California said. The state remains 
optimistic about reconciling with its former girlfriend. California 
hypothesizes that Richmond’s lack of communication may be due to 
the fact that she’s always been a deep sleeper or maybe her phone is 
malfunctioning. 

Richmond could not be reached for comment at the present time. 
In lieu of a formal statement, The Every Three Weekly left her a 
message: “Next Message Received at 4:15 AM: Sherry? Hey baby, 
it’s the Every Three Weekly. Girl, don’t be trippin’...you know us. So 
why don’t you pick up the fucking phone? Pick up. Pick up. Pick up, 
please. Sherry, why you always gotta be such a bitch like this? We 
just want to talk, Sherry. How you gonna play us like this? Oh yeah, 
well fuck you, we fucking hate you. You ain’t such hot shit anyway. 
I don’t ever want to talk to you again so don’t be callin’ us. 

Sherry, baby, we love you. Please call, baby. Please. End of 
Message” 
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A recent survey revealed a dramatic increase in sorority 
girls observing the traditions of Judaism in preparation 
for Yom Kippur on October 6th. In an interview with 
the E3W sorority member Leslie Smith of Delta Lamda 
Gamma had nothing but good things to say about the 
upcoming Jewish holiday. “I find the Jewish holidays to 
be so much better than Christian ones,” she said. “Santa 
Claus, the Easter Bunny... 
all they ever do is bring 
luscious, sweet, tempting, 
creamy Cadbury eggs; 
flaky, doughy, soft cookies; 
moist, luscious, rich fruit¬ 
cake; and spongy, sugary, 
brightly-colored, artificially 
wonderful marshmallow 
peeps... mmm... marshmal¬ 
low peeps... Sorry, where 
was I? Oh, right. Jews 
always look great during 
the holidays. You know 
why? Because they fast!” 

Sorority sister Kristen 
Kensington added, “the 
great thing about Yom 
Kippur is that it is not only a great way to cut calories, but 
you get to atone for your sins too. That way, not only do I 
drop a few pounds, but I can also make up for being such 
a slut! I learned that in Judaic Studies 101, where I was 
trying to meet a cute, New York, business-school type. I 
like Yom Kippur so much that I was thinking of observ¬ 
ing it a few times a week. We could make it a sisterhood 
event! Lovies!” 

New statistics from other sororities reinforce the DLG 
trend. However, Lauren Rosenbaum of Kappa Kappa 
Zeta believes that support for Judaism should not just 
start and end with Yom Kippur. “Judaism has so much 
more to offer than just Yom Kippur. Hello? Has anyone 
heard of Passover? You are not allowed to eat bread and 
stuff for, like, a week! But if you really want to prove 


Hot GSI hoped for; 

Without any previous knowledge of the educational or 
teaching credentials of the three possible History 318 
GSIs, LSA Sophmore Thomas “Tommy” Mcpheeters 
expressed a strong preference for “the hot one”. 

“C’mon, hot one, hot one, hot one, hot one, please,” said 
Mcpheeters, anxiously cross checking his scheduled dis¬ 
cussion section with each GSI’s listed times. “Lord, you 
and I both know I’m not much of a praying man, but sweet 
Jesus don’t let me get stuck with the fat one.” 

The three GSIs, while assessed solely on their external 
appearance and lumped into stereotyped categories by 
Mcpheeters, are actually a remarkably diverse bunch. 
Eliza Washburn, described by Mcpheeters as “the hot 
one,” is a third year grad student who has yet to declare 
an area of specialization, or any interest outside of “meet¬ 
ing guys” and “meeting guys’ Sealy Posturepedics.” 
Also, there is Martin Hiebert, also known as “the dude 
with thick rimmed black glasses.” Hiebert is a second 


your devoutness, you can give up all bread, cereal, pasta, 
legumes, beans, and anything with corn syrup in it. It’s 
kinda like a holy Atkins diet! I know that when the Jews 
were fleeing Egypt, corn syrup had not yet been invented, 
let alone introduced to that part of the world, but hey, at 
least now my ass looks really good in black pants while I 
observe Sabbath, right?” 

In some reported 
cases, the trend has 
not stopped with the 
observation of Judaism. 
Jewish sorority member 
Leah Friedman believes 
converting to Judaism 
“is all well and good 
for those stupid blonde 
bitches, but what about 
those of us who have 
grown up fasting, and 
lived our whole lives 
with restricted diets?” 
Friedman discussed her 
plans to join the quickly 
growing number of 
sorority girls practic¬ 
ing Islam. “The month of Ramadan?” said Friedman. 
“It’s like the best thing ever. No eating during daylight 
for a whole month, and have you seen those black robes 
Muslim women get to wear? Very slimming. I only 
wonder if they make them in a thigh-length. I’ve got a 
pair of strappy Prada sandals that would look just killer 
with an extremely-tight-but-modest black robe.” 

Leaders at several of the University’s religious centers 
have expressed growing concerns over the newly con¬ 
verted masses. “I just hope we can keep these young 
ladies interested in Judaism the rest of the year,” says 
Hillel Director, Michael Brooks. “They have a way of 
slipping away from us around Hanukkah. I guess the 
promise of spiritual fulfillment is no match for the satu¬ 
rated fat content of potato latkes and chocolate gelt.” 


Fat GSI Disdained 

year grad student studying the Holocaust and French 
balloon animals named Claude-Pierre. Finally, Emily 
Steward, the much-abhorred “fat one,” is a third year 
graduate student who has already logged an impressive 
twenty-five years of field research investigating the fin de 
siecle, which loosely translated into English means “the 
end of sex.” Steward hopes to expand her field of study to 
include “the start of sex” and “whatever-happens-in-the- 
middle-oh-please-dear-god-I-need-a-man.” 

While Mcpheeters was saddened to discover that he 
had, in fact, ended up with “the fat one,” he remained 
optimistic about his chances to engineer a section swap 
with a classmate. “I could always make up something 
about a scheduling conflict,” pondered Mcpheeters. “I 
know. I have to go to church during my section’s time. 
Yes, that’s the ticket. Perhaps God doesn’t hate me 
after all.” 

God could not be reached for comment. 



Walk through these doors and all your sins will be purged. 
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Letters to the Editor 

The Every Three Weekly’s office-located just 
down the hall from the Daily’s editorial center 
(now made from 98% recycled opinions)-receives 
thousands of letters every day from hopeful appli¬ 
cants, eager to justify their grade-school unpopu¬ 
larity. To deal with the overflow, the E3W website 
has an ‘Interest Form’ that potential applicants can 
fill out and send in to join the E3W mailing list. 
Every summer, hoards of orientees instinctively 
flock to this site, like salmon swimming upstream 
in order to breed (Note: Joining the E3W may 
significantly reduce your chances of breeding.) 
While we certainly encourage this interest in our 
paper, the editors wish to point out that the true 
purpose of the webform is just to get your e-mail 
address. It is not your golden opportunity to show 
us how funny your mom has been insisting you are. 
Like George W. Bush, we believe there should be 
limits on freedom-especially the freedom to fill 
our inboxes with blatant, rambling absurdity. In 
an effort to illustrate what we have to go through to 
find decent help around here, we present you with 
some snippets of the (completely real) queries we 
received over the summer, along with our polite, 
constructive suggestions. 

I have three closing comments. 

One: How do the letters o-n-e spell the word 
one? 

Two: How does t-w-o spell the word two? 

Three: I have a friend we call a bearded lepre¬ 
chaun, so i will be sure to keep him hidden from 
el presidente. 

Four: There’s no hope with dope, buddy. The 
E3W strongly discourages the use of PCP before 
completing your interest form, but kudos for pro¬ 
tecting your little bearded Irish friend. Watch out 
for Mary Sue, she’ll be searching high and low for 
leprechauns with Notre Dame in town. 

»I'm really quite the wit. But as to 
why you should let me write for you, my 
main selling point is that I'd never be 
caught writing a feature as abhorrent 
as "You Can Tell How Much I Love You by 
the Lack of You Being Killed by Robot 
Ninjas, Shirley: An Open Letter to My 
Ex-Girlfriend." Yeah, that sucked. 


That’s an interesting promotional strategy you 
have there. For future reference, its may not be 
your best bet to mock the establishment you’re 
desperate to join. We don’t allow hypocrites on 
staff. Assholes, degenerates, and soulless monsters 
who would rob a defenseless crippled orphan of her 
penicillin money are welcome. But you, sir. You 
can fuck off. 

>>I'm funny - seriously, I am. I was 
always a big fan of me when others 
merely considered me a bitch, but now 
I have a fanclub so that has to say 
something. 

Confidence: good. Priding yourself on being a 
bitch while plot your untimely death: bad. There’s 
a slight distinction. And by the way, having a fan 
club is not so impressive when you consider the fact 
that even that fucking Jerry Maguire kid has a fan 
club. And you don’t see us letting him on staff, do 
you? 

>>The reason I clicked "Other" in my 
"Year" was because I've finished all 
requirements for a degree in Economics 
and done my 120 credits for LSA. 

But I don't get the degree etc. till 
December '03 so technically I'm still a 
student. I hope you can accomodate me. 
Thanks" 

The reason I stopped “reading” your “form” was 
that it was completely random and unnecessary. 
We’re a humorous publication... not the graduate 
board of review. Technically, you should have just 
checked “Senior” and gotten over yourself. 

>>Hey, I'd like to join! Here's a 
little more about me...I see the world 
in a very different way. ..I'm blind. 

I'm not very touchy, but I like to get 
a feel for things, yay, cyncism. 

Ok, so this e-mail presents us with a bit of a 
riddle. This guy is either A) actually blind and 
would be a great asset to the paper, allowing us 
to make fun of the handicapped with complete 
abandon free of the risk of being accused of hating 
all people with disabilities OR B) not blind at all 



but instead has the balls to rip on the disabled in an 
introductory letter. Either way, his chances of get¬ 
ting on staff are looking up. 

>>I'm very interested in joining and I 
have boyish good looks. 

What do you mean, boy-ish? Our resident E3W 
priests are very picky; they’re only going to accept 
the full-out good looks of a prepubescent boy. 
That’s why the E3W motto is “Accept No Substi¬ 
tutes, Especially When It Comes to Anally Raping 
Small Boys.” 

>>Hey, I'd like to join! Here's a 
little more about me...urn i kick ass. 
i write a lot in my spare time, i've 
written two books. Some eople find 
me funny, but some find me offensive, 
last week my freind punched me in 
the face for calling all hindu- 
indians 'riverbathers', then i set to 
showing him most of them do bathe in 
the Ganges and that since he prefers 
Indians over black people that he is 
racist(which he still does not accept). 
I'm not racist though, i just used the 
statement to point out he is. Ever 
since i read your issue in April with 
the Big Fucking Starfish attacking 
Cleveland, i have been hooked to your 
magazine. At orientation me and some 
freinds decided to stay up all night 
and at 5 when we were starting to 
doze off, we started reading it and 
we laughed really hard then they fell 
asleep and i took a shower. Anyway, 
i'm gonna be going into Nuclear 
Engineering and Radiological Sciences 
and my schedule affords me a lot of 
time with which i have no plans for so 
i'd really like to write intelligent 
Satire for your paper so please email 
me back with info about a meeting. 
THanks" 

I started reading this and then I got bored and 
walked down to the deli and I bought a sandwich 
and it had tomato and mayo and lettuce on it and 
I ate it and it tasted really good. Then I took a 
shower. In related news, the E3W doesn’t write in 
stream of consciousness format. 


A NOTE FROM THE EDITOR: 

It’s fall in Ann Arbor. The leaves will soon begin to amaze us with beautiful non-green colors, football is being played in the 
Big House, classes are still in that fun, novel, no-real-work-due-yet stage, and a new Every Three Weekly is on the stands. 

If this is your first encounter with our fine publication, you may be feeling a bit disoriented. When you accepted this paper 
from some crazy person on the Diag, you were probably under the impression that you had either scored some more free coupons 
or one of the many serious hard-hitting publications produced here in the politically charged university environment. Then you 
started reading and thought “What the hell? Are they just making this stuff up?” Yes, yes we are making this stuff up. But not in 
the “scandal that rocked the New York Times” sense but rather the “real news is boring so let’s make up funny stories” sense. In 
other words, you have stumbled upon the campus satire paper. Enjoy. 

If this is not your first time reading the Every Three Weekly, welcome back. You should already have some idea of what’s going 
on with this paper, so don’t waste my time asking for a longer introduction letter segment for yourselves. Sorry, that was harsh. 
I’ll just end by saying we, the Every Three Weekly, remain committed to fake journalistic excellence. Keep reading. 


COME TO THE E3W MASS MEETING ON SEPTEMBER 29TH, 

9PM IN THE KUENZEL ROOM. 

WE’RE AN A CAPELLA GROUP. 
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Features & Editorials' 


E3W Guide to Choosing the Right Eiiai-raiiim 

The first several weeks at the University of Michigan for any incoming male freshman are filled with important questions: 

How will I adjust to large, lecture style classes? If this is Milwaukee's Best, what's the rest of Milwaukee got to offer? 

How can I masturbate without being caught by my roommate or a library employee? 

However, the most important decision for any first-year student is which fraternity he should join. 

A fraternity is a group of brothers bound not by birth parents, but by hijinks that often end in plea bargains. 

And while all fraternities pride themselves on this one tradition, they remain very different in their execution and response to these situation 
As a service to the future victims (err, pledges) of the Greek system, the Every Three Weekly has enlisted its expert (read: only) frat-boy writer, 

Mike Greensteinbergman, to provide pointers on choosing the right organization. 

1. Never Join a Frat with 'Lambda' or 'Tau' in Its Name 

These are the gay letters of the Greek alphabet. Kinda like our 'Q' and 'W'. 

2. Make Sure the "Dead Body Storage Area" is Well Hidden, Yet Accessible 

When a partygoer at your frat accidentally dies of alcohol poisoning or a heroin overdose, the last 
thing you want to do is notify the police and ruin your party rep. That's why every frat has an area 
in their basement specifically designed to store corpses. Clever hiding spaces, such as remov¬ 
able floor panels or secret refrigerated compartments are just another way of saying "We care 
about our party reputation." On the other hand, frats storing dead bodies in easily visible closets 
have their priorities screwed-up. Avoid these houses at all costs. 

3. The Older and More Disgusting the Front Porch Furniture, the Better 
Beer and piss stains are an excellent indicator of a solid party house. Old couches are especially 
useful for torching following important football, basketball, and IM Broomball victories. 

4. Make Sure Your Frat of Choice has a Highly Regarded Philanthropic Program 
Nah, I'm bullshitting you. Why give back to the community when you can get shitty and hit on 
sorority whores? 

5. Choose a Diverse Fraternity 

Every frat should have one token ethnic looking guy, as well as one fat guy named "Animal" or 
"Rocko." 

6. Cheaper Beer is Not Necessarily a Bad Thing 

Purchasing a keg of Natty Light instead of Budweiser is a sign of a financially reliable frat. By 
saving, you can further funnel your money into sound investments such as pot, or strippers. 

7. Hazing is Integral 

Remember, when your future brothers pour a jug of honey down your pants and then lock you 
in a pitch-black room swarming with bees while "Jesse's Girl" by Rick Springfield blares over and 
over again... it's an act of brotherhood, not unnecessary torture. 



How to Be a Freshman U of M Sports Fan 


You're probably asking yourself a lot of questions right 
now. You may be wondering, "What does it take to be an 
authentic Wolverine fan?" or maybe, "I can read?" or very 
possibly, "Where do babies come from?" If you are, this is 
the column for you. 

Being a student at the University of Michigan is a great 
responsibility. As a responsible member of the academic 
community, you are obligated to worship and revere the 
ogre oafs for whom the bar is lowered. No, silly freshman, 
not BAMN. Athletes. Without them, we'd have no Sat¬ 
urday entertainment, the last trappings of our academic 
integrity wouldn't be undermined, and going to U of M 
would feel like...going to school! So, how does one fit in 
as a typical U of M sports fan? 

Above all else, it is important to rave to everyone you 
see about how much you love U of M football. Don't 
actually bother to know anything about the team though; 
just hate anyone who goes to OSU or MSU with a fervor as 
ferocious as it is unfounded. 

If the football team is playing at home, going to the foot¬ 
ball game isn't a choice, it's a requirement. Of course, none 
of the other sports at the University matter. Just football. On 
game days, get up at 5 in the morning to start drinking or 
just keep drinking straight through from Friday night. On 
the off chance that you're not passed out somewhere hours 
before the game starts, just follow the cattle to the stadium. 
Once you find your seat, stand the entire time even when 
nothing is happening. Complain if you're not directly in the 



student section. Instead of paying attention to the game, 
cheer constantly and try to start the Wave or chants of "Go 
Blue." Check the scoreboard every once in a while to know 
if you should cheer or yell at refs. Talk loudly on your cell 
phone, and try to meet your friends among the over one 
hundred thousand spectators in the stands. The best way to 
do so is to direct them to your seat by providing precise direc¬ 
tions. For example: "I'm somewhere in the middle. Near 
the end zone. There's this really cute guy in a backwards 
baseball hat right next to me. Ohmigod, he looked at me! 
Hahahaha!" 

Now, this is very important. Do not, under any circum¬ 
stances, stay for the entirety of the game. Leave at halftime 


or, at the latest, after the third quarter to go back home 
and prepare for a night of drinking. But be sure to check 
ESPN.com later to find out if you should be drinking in 
celebration or drinking in sorrow. 

Sometimes though, you'll get to the stadium and it will 
be empty. This is either an away game or a Wednesday. 
Either way, you're a moron. Try to find your way back to 
your dorm, you drunk, little Freshman. For away games, 
get drunk as usual, but do so in Markley, clustered with 
other Freshmen in the room of the coolest kid on the hall. 
The trick here is that you actually have to watch some of the 
game. When U of M gets a touchdown, celebrate as loudly 
as possibly to try to out-cheer the other people watching the 
game on your hall. When the other team scores swear as 
much as possible or try to invent new curses. I prefer "snog- 
doggling cock goblin cunt." 

When we lose--which we will if we're playing anyone but 
Western Michigan or Bowling Green--pretend it ruins your 
entire weekend and complain incessantly about coaching 
choices or player ineptitude (read: Navarre sucks). Try 
to incorporate the loss into all conversations. When the 
girl you've been banging tells you she's pregnant, tell her 
that, like the abortive hook and ladder play that helped the 
Wolverines lose, she should lose her baby by performing an 
abortion with a hook and a ladder. This will really help you 
incorporate sports into your day-to-day life. 

(You can read, but why are you reading this? Babies 
come from Sweden.) 
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Other News 


Harrington, Rogers Defeat ‘All,’ 24-7 



DETROIT - Frustrated with the lack of talent surrounding 
them on the Detroit Lions roster, quarterback Joey Har¬ 
rington and wide receiver Charles Rogers challenged their 
teammates to a scrimmage at the conclusion of yesterday’s 
practice. 

“Us verse all,” Harrington said, as the team began heading 
for the locker room. “Charles and [I] against everybody.” 

Rogers and Harrington went on to orchestrate a victory 
over ‘All,’ by a score of 24-7. The game lasted exactly 17 
minutes, after which a majority of the ‘AIT squad resigned 
from play, citing a number of reasons, including the poten¬ 
tial disapproval of certain coaches, possible injury, general 
boredom, and a team consensus that “recess [was] almost 
over.” 

While the members of ‘Team All’ initially scoffed at 
the idea of playing against only two guys, upon seeing that 
Rogers and Harrington were serious, they suited up and pre¬ 
pared for battle. 

Coach Steve Mariucci, sensing a rift developing between the 
two superstars and the other 50+ players, said, “Eh, what can 
ya do? Boys will be boys.” 


Lions owner Matt Millen said, “Well, it might cost me a 
ridonkulous amount of money, but I’m going to be honest. If 
the NFL allowed it, I’d only play those two players.” 

The game began with a hotly contested debate regarding 
initial possession of the ball. Eventually a coin was produced, 
and Harrington/Rogers won the toss, electing to receive. 


Rogers returned the kick to the 25-yard line. On the 
first play of the drive, Harrington managed to complete an 
11-yard pass, despite 50-odd defenders screaming, “Pass! 
Pass!” Seven plays later, Harrington capped the drive with 
a 30-yard romp into the end zone. 

Quarterback Mike McMahon led his team of hangers-on, 
nobodies, and rejects past the 50-yard line before James 
“Bankrupt Man’s Barry” Stewart fumbled. Rogers recov¬ 
ered the fumble. 

Harrington scored on the next play, a flea flicker, in which 
Rogers actually completed the touchdown pass to Har¬ 
rington. 

Rogers tackled kick returner Bill Schroeder on the ensu¬ 
ing kickoff, and then returned an interception for a touch¬ 
down on the first play of the All’ drive. 

All’ scored on the next drive with an 80-yard play action 
pass. The fake handoff drew Harrington into the backfield, 
leaving Rogers alone to cover 28 receivers. McMahon con¬ 
nected with Schroeder for the touchdown. 

Rogers made a field goal on the next drive to conclude the 
scoring and the game. 


"Miracle on Ice" Coach Denied 
"Miracle in Wrecked Minivan" 


MINNEAPOLIS - Herb Brooks, the man who coached 
the United States hockey team to the “Miracle on Ice” 
victory over the heavily favored Soviet Union in the 
1980 Olympics, was granted 
no further miracles last month 
when he was thrown from his 
minivan during a single vehicle 
accident and was, unmiracu- 
lously, killed. 

Witnesses say that Brooks, 
who was alone in his vehicle 
at the time of the crash, veered 
off Interstate 35, north of Min¬ 
neapolis, before rolling his van 
several times. Unamazingly, 
in what could only be called 
something other than a miracle, 

Brooks died at the scene, not despite not wearing a seatbelt 
and being thrown nearly forty yards from his vehicle. 

Doctors were unastonished at Brooks’s less-than- 


FROM BLACKOUT, PAGE 1 

Aaron Harris, who (ironically) blacked-out on his friend’s 
porch. “I think on Friday I had about six Molsons, some 
shampoo, and half a bottle of furniture polish. After that, I 
guess you could say I had my own personal grid failure for 
about a day and a half.” 

As the hours dragged on into the evening, the students grew 
desperate for light, air-conditioning, and inane IM conversa¬ 
tions. “It’s like they say, you never appreciate something until 
it’s gone,” said Riley Johanssen, a university student studying 
political science. “A few hours before the blackout, I was just 
lying around without a care in the world. But after the power 
went out, I’ll be damned if I didn’t miss that dancing hamster 
page.” With technology at a literal standstill, many were 
forced to resort to traditional methods of communication, 
including bypassing the Motorola three-way feature for the 
more rustic normal cellular phone call. “I was in my base¬ 
ment when I realized I needed to borrow my friend Kenny’s 
flashlight,” remembers Johanssen. “But my cell phone was 


astounding nonrecovery. “I’ve seen a few accidents, much 
like this one, in which the victim was able to survive and 
almost fully recover,” said Minneapolis ER physician, Dr. 

Alan Bailey. “Of course, most 
of them never coached the win¬ 
ning team in a relatively high- 
profile amateur hockey game. 
So I guess it’s a trade-off.” 

The news has been difficult 
for many. “When I heard about 
the accident all I could think 
about was that great run he had 
with Team USA against the 
Commies,” said hockey fan and 
mourner Scott Baker. “Nobody 
gave [America] a chance at sur¬ 
viving the semifinals against 
[the Soviet Union]. Yet somehow, against all odds, and 
when nobody thought they could do it, Coach Brooks and 
his team were able to prevail. This was so not like that.” 


getting slightly less reception than usual, and I was forced 
to walk upstairs and knock on his door. It was a chilling 
reminder that our great nation can be brought to its knees in 
an instant.” Weeks after the power has been restored, students 
have begun to fabricate new, almost monumental significance 
from a disaster that reached snow-day proportions. The 
University’s Young Republicans have announced they plan to 
lead a full investigation to determine if any special conces¬ 
sions were provided to the black-out. In addition, after hear¬ 
ing power plants in Ohio may have been largely responsible 
for the blanket outages, several members of the football team 
have intensified in their resentment of the Buckeyes. Quar¬ 
terback John Navarre discussed his lingering hostility toward 
Ohio State at a recent press conference. “I can’t believe 
we’re going to have to share a field with those smug Buckeye 
blackout causing bastards,” said Navarre. “Just the thought 
of it makes me want to repeatedly overshoot my receivers by 
several yards.” 


Area Comic Book 
Collectors Agree: 
Tigers 'Worst Team Ever' 

“Worst. Team. Ever.” For months now, that statement 
has been increasingly on the lips of area comic book 
collectors. Now, with the end of the baseball season 
nearing and the Tigers still losing at a superhuman rate, 
it has become a mantra. 

Comic book aficionado and mechanical engineer¬ 
ing major Ryan Naples said, “Not since issue 71 of 
The Incredible Hulk have I seen such inferiority. The 
outrageously unbelievable plot found therein pales in 
comparison to the outrageously sucky performance of 
the Tigers relief pitching, by far.” 

Belittling comments like that one are just the begin¬ 
ning when it comes to comparing the often-hilarious 
antics of those crazy Detroit Tigers with the often-hilar¬ 
ious antics of celebrated comic book heroes. 

“Rooting for the Tigers is like cheering for the scrappy 
underdog in a comic book,” said Michael Watson, 
another chemical engineering major. “You really, really 
want them to win, but you know they never will. It helps 
to be a masochist.” 

Added Watson, “The Tigers are like the Aquaman of 
baseball, except that unlike that incredibly shitty super¬ 
hero, the Tigers can’t talk to fish. As far as I know.” 

Surprisingly, this saddening trend of despairing with 
every mounting Tigers loss is not limited to comic book 
collectors. Fans of two animated series, The Simpsons 
and South Park, have also publicly announced their 
increasing lack of faith in the Detroit Tigers. 

Simpsons fanatic and Civil Engineering major D. 
Stuart Henry said, “The Tigers? Haw haw.” He went on 
to say that while his mom thinks he’s cool she does not 
think the Tigers are cool. 

“Yeah, the Tigers suck ass,” said Electrical Engineer¬ 
ing major Phil Terrace, in an incredibly screechy voice 
which managed to irritate listeners in multiple octaves 
and decibels. “And I’m not just saying that ‘cause Simp¬ 
sons fans said so first.” 





















The Rolling Stones to Follow-Up "SARSstock" 

With Concert in Vegas 

Promoters Promise “Greatest Disease-Themed Concert Since ‘COLON-POLYPstock’” 


Entertainment News - 

Blind Artist Excessively 
Praised for Crappy Paintings 

NEW YORK - Unwarranted commendation and excessive 
praise were the prevailing sentiments earlier this week when 
“accomplished” blind painter Jennifer Arland unveiled her 
collection of undeniably shitty art, I was forced to report on 
today. 

The exhibit, which features what I assume are twenty-two 
of the artist’s least horrible works, was covered by me, as 
something to do during my two-week suspension from the 
editorial staff. 

“I am so happy to be able to stand here today having truly 
accomplished one of my dreams,” said Arland, gesturing 
somewhere in the general direction of a remarkably terrible 
oil-on-canvas pile of crap. She added, “I’m so glad that even 
though I have a disability, people still want to look at my 
stupid paintings, blah blah blah,” or something like that. 

Among the pieces on display were Arland’s Reflections on 
Lake Okafee I & II, two works that seriously look nothing 
like anything you’d see at a lake. And this wasn’t like some 
kind of modern art thing where she wasn’t going for realism. 
You could tell she was trying... but her eyes don’t work. You 
know, there’s a reason they call them visual arts, sweetie. 

“Are those mountains? I guess that’s what they’re sup¬ 
posed to be,” I asked when I saw Reflections on Lake Okafee 
II. “I mean, granted she’s probably never seen a mountain. 
Or a picture of a mountain. But Jesus.” 

“Goddammit, I hate this job,” I added. 

According to some punk copy editor and the AP Style 
Guide I am supposedly missing some commas somewhere 
in the above paragraphs. In a related story, the AP Style 
Guide can go screw itself. 

Also, my editor can kiss my ass if he expects me to write 
any more of this “real news” bullshit. “I think it’s obvious 
that my strength as a writer is in writing editorials,” I was 
heard to say last week. “And suspending me for ‘objection¬ 
able language?’ Blow me.” 

In other news, certain coworkers of mine, who are clearly 
overstepping their bounds given their up to ELEVEN 
FEWER MONTHS EXPERIENCE THAN ME, JOHN 
KEEGAN I’M LOOKING AT YOU, YOU PRICK, have 
decided to point out that I should be using a more objective 
tone and staying in the third person for this type of story. 
Updates regarding the whereabouts of Keegan’s Palm Pilot 
that I stole and hid in the break room will be reported as they 
are made available. 

It is hoped that in lieu of any more of these bullshit human 
interest stories, I will return to writing my weekly column as 
early as next week, because I swear to God I’ll quit if I have 
to do this again. 

HEAT WAVE, FROM PAGE 2 

As of September 1, Europe has not seen any further B.O.- 
related deaths. However, the ungrateful locals are hardly 
kneeling to the west seven times a day thanking the United 
States for its valiant efforts, despite their tank-enforced and 
loudspeaker-blared instructions to do so. 

A guy with a crazy foreign name in some God-forsaken 
country refused to acknowledge the decrease in mortality was 
due to Ammerican intervention. He explained the new trend: 
“”How do you say? No . . . shit?” It is autumn, now, yes? 
Autumn? Heat is gone. No more bad smell.” 

At the time of the President’s visit to Europe Colin Powell, 
as usual, was somewhere in the White House crying “Why, 
God, why?” repeatedly. 


LAS VEGAS-Hoping to repeat the success of Toronto’s 
tourism-boosting “SARSstock”-a star-studded concert 
which drew half a million groupies across the SARSrific 
Canadian border, despite their better judgment-Las 
Vegas has set the date for its much anticipated “GENI- 
TAL-HERPESstock.” The announcement was made in 
response to this summer’s Canadian benefit concert, 
which let the whole world know that the SARS epidemic 
can no longer be included in the hundreds of reasons not 
to go to Canada-a list that includes both Mike Myers 
and New Brunswick. Promoters of the Vegas concert 
believe the festival will be the best way to let the public 
know “Sin City” now has fifty percent more effective 
suppression of new herpes outbreaks. 

“We’ve always promised our visitors a wonderful 
time full of lasting memories,” said Las Vegas Mayor 
Oscar B. Goodman. “And we’re pleased to announce 
that, after we implement the new suppression methods, 
those memories are less likely to pop up on your genitals 
twice a year.” When asked what research had led to the 
finding, Mayor Goodman replied, “Two weekends ago 
I picked up four hookers on The Strip, completely at 
random, and had sex with them. A week later, I realized 


In an act of true blonde ambition, former University of Michigan 
student and Body of Evidence star Madonna Louise Ciccone 
donated $3 million to the University to open the Ciccone Center 
for Self-Promotional Studies. 

At the groundbreaking ceremony 
the former Pepsi spokeswoman 
opened her speech by paraphrasing 
her 1989 hit “Express Yourself.” “Hey 
girls,” she said. “Do you believe in 
education? Cause I’ve got something 
to say about it. And it goes something 
like this.” At which point she had the 
startling realization that the majority 
of the student body was still in Pam¬ 
pers when the song was released. She 
quickly reached for her emergency 
botox kit and then started making out 
with Britney Spears. “Yeah, that’s it. 

I was making out with her. Not trying 
to suck her dry of precious youth.” 

Ms. Ciccone then announced her 
plans for the center, many of which 
had nothing to do with same sex kiss¬ 
ing as an attention seeking device. Indeed, she did have some¬ 
thing to say about education. 

Michigan will now be offering a degree in self-promotion. 
The course of study will incorporate various disciplines and 
diverse classes, including: Style Vs. Substance: The Eternal 
Debate, Introduction to Controversy, Advanced Controversy, 
Exploiting Your Sexuality for Profit, and Accent Faking. 
Reinvention of Self will be a prerequisite for all classes in the 
Self-Promotion major. Students will also be encouraged to do 
independent work in the areas of exploiting religious imagery 
and tradition through dance music, dating rich and powerful 


I had only gotten herpes twice. That’s a fifty percent 
decrease! I was so excited that I immediately went in 
search of another hooker that I could pay with taxpay¬ 
ers’ money. Unfortunately, I lost that coin flip.” 

Many of the SARSstock performers have reappeared 
on the Las Vegas schedule, including the Rolling Stones, 
AC/DC, and that other legend of classic rock and roll: 
Justin Timberlake. “It just makes sense,” said Executive 
Event Coordinator Dale Johnson. “This concert will 
be the fulfillment of the true spirit of rock and roll: 
soothing the public’s fears about highly communicable 
diseases.” 

In a recent press conference, the Stones expressed 
their enthusiasm over the upcoming concert. “Many of 
our performances have dealt with this important issue,” 
said Mick Jagger, the Stones’ lead singer. “But this 
is the first time we’ve tried to remedy the problem by 
donating our proceeds to fund research instead of giving 
Keith some ointment.” The band hopes to continue this 
string of disease-combating concerts and eventually 
increase the number of groups on the billing. “If all 
goes as planned, by 2006 we should be able to throw a 
benefit concert next to every Asian kid that sneezes.” 


men and getting them to punch reporters. 

Ms. Ciccone explained that she founded the center out of her 
desire to educate young women. “Back around the turn of the 
millennium people kept saying that Britney was the new me. I 

watched her make countless mis¬ 
takes and now her star has already 
begun to fade. I realized that 
young women could benefit from 
the wisdom I gained as a result of 
my experience. I mean, if some¬ 
one wants to be the new me, she’s 
going to have to do a better job 
than Britney. However, she has 
a lot of enthusiasm which, unlike 
my hot, sexy body, I can’t hold 
against her.” She went on to say 
there would be minimal preaching 
in the center. 

Ms. Ciccone also announced 
the creation of the Material Girl 
Scholarship Fund. The scholar¬ 
ship will be awarded annually 
to a girl lacking talent from a 
Midwestern suburb interested in studying self-promotion. “It’s 
important for young girls to know that just because they come 
from a privileged background and lack talent doesn’t mean 
they have to end up leading boring existences as tax attorneys,” 
Madonna said in her speech. 

When asked if she would teach at the center, the always-elo- 
quent authoress of Sex responded, “Hell no. I spend as little time 
in this dump of a state as I can.” 

The Material Mom concluded her speech by commenting that 
she considered donating money for clinic for the treatment of 
sexually transmitted diseases, but felt that it would be too trite. 


Madonna Donates $3 Million Creating the 
Ciccone Self-Promotion Center 
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